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! The merry Wines ofWindfor. 

Mi ft Ford. Hcauen be my witncfTeyou do,ifycu fufpefl 
me in any diflionefty. 

Ford. Well faid Brazen-facc,hold it out : Come forth 
firrah. 

Page. This pafTes. 

t JWtfl.Ford . Are you not afham’d,let the cloths alone. 

Ford. I (hall finde you anon. 

, Earn. 'Tis vnreafonable j will you take vp your wiuts 
cloathes ? Come-away. 

Ford. Empty the basket I fay. 

<JWif Ford.\Nhy man, why i 

Ford. M3(!er Page, as 1 am a man,thcre was one conuay’d 
out of my houfe yefterday in this basket : why, may not 
he be there againe, in my houfe 1 am fure hee is 5 my In- 
telligence is true, my iealoufie is reafonable,plucke mee out 
all rbcjlinnen. 

c Mift.Ford, If you find a man there, hee ihall dye a 
Fleas death. 

Page. Heer’s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Matter /W: This 
wrongs you. 

Euans. Matter Ford , you mutt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your owne heart : this is kaloufics. 

Ford. Well, hec’s not liecre I feekefor, 

jPdjte.No, nor no where el(e but in your braine. 

Ford. Helpe to fearch my houfe this one time : if I find 
not what I feeke, fhew no colour for my extremity ; Lee 
me for euer be your Table-fport ; Let them fay of me, as 
iealous as Ford, that fearch’d a hollow Wall-nut for his 
wiuesLcmman. Satisfic me once more, once more ferch 
with me. 

Mifi.Ford • What hoa ( Miftris Pogef) come you and 
the old woman downe j my husband will comeinto the 
Chamber. 

Ford. Old woman i what old womans that? 

MtFord , Why it is my maids Aunt o i Branford. 

Ford 


7 he merrylVines ofJVindfor , 

Fotd: A witch, a Queane, an olde couzening queane * 
Haue Inot forbid her my houfe. She comes of errands, 
do’» fhe ? We are fimple men, wee doe not know whara 
brought to patte vnder the profeffion of Fortune telling. 
She workes by Cbarmcs, by Spels, by th Figure, and iuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element.- wee know no- 
thing. Come downe you Witch, youHaggeyou, come 

downe 1 fay. , ' ' 

Mf.Ford, Nay, good fweet husband, good Gentlemen, 

let him not flrike the old woman. 

MtfSPage. Come mother Prat, Come giue me your 

hand. , TWT . , 

Ford. Ileprar-her : Out of my doore, you Witch, you 
Hagge, you Baggage, you Poulcat, you Runnion,out,outi 
He coniure you.ile foitune-tell you. 

MtfPage. Arcyounotafnam’df 
I thioke you haue kill’d the poore woman. _ 

Mif.Ford. Nay hee will doit, ’tis a goodly credit for 
you. 

Ford. Hang her witch. t , . 

Euan. By yea, and no,I thinke the o man is a witen m- 
deede: 1 like not when a o’mans has a great peard i 1 fpie 
a great pcardjrnder his muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, l befecch you follow; 
fee but the illuc of my iealoufie . If I cry out thus vpon no 
trailc> ncuer trutt me when I open againe. 

Page . l et’s obey his humour a little further j 

Come Gentlemen. „ 

Mf Page. Trutt me he beare him moft pittifully. 
Mif.Ford. Nay by th'Matfcthat he did not; he beatc him 

moft vnpittifully,me thought. 

Mi f Page, lie bauc the cudgel* hallow’d, and hung ore 
the Altar, it hath done meritorious ferujee. 

Mif.Ford. What thinke you } May wee with the warrant 
of woman- hood, and the witnelle of a good confcicnce, 

. purfue him with any further reuenge ? 

r H 2 M.Poge. 
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